THE PROWESS OF BU ZAID

I could feel no such sentiments for my unwelcome
guests from Abu Dhabi, who proved leech-like in their
attachment. They were on their way home to the steppes
north-east of Hadhramaut, which led me to question them
about the mystery of their famous Bir Borhut, supposed
scene of volcanic activity, the only one on the mainland of
Arabia, and quoted by Dr. Hogarth as 'that great well
cursed by 'Ali, according to the Jihan Nurna.' They, like
earlier escorts of mine who knew the country, were
emphatic that no volcano existed. But various superstitions
attach to the wadi wherein the well exists, the most persistent
that it was the place of the departed spirits of wicked men>
so that to this day none dare approach it by night.

One of the Hadhramautis made a deal with a member of
my party - a young camel in exchange for a rifle, ammuni-
tion and dollars - but from the noisy arguments that
accompanied the transaction, it appeared to lack the grand
manner which marked an exploit of Bu Zaid in his boyhood
as told me that afternoon:

'Bu Zaid was an orphan and brought up by his uncle the
shaikh, Husain bin Sirhan. One day while yet a boy he
was grazing a small herd of two bull and seven cow camels,
and there came passing by a party of Arabs, and with them
was a camel, and on the camel's back was a massive sword,
shahman.

'And Bu Zaid, regarding the sword, enquired of the
Arabs whether they would sell it.

' "Yes, if you wish to buy it," they said mockingly,
because it was so large and heavy that no ordinary mortal
could wield it. And so the camel was couched.

'Bu Zaid now took up the sword, sighing, "I would have
wished it a little heavier, but perhaps it will do."